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Summary: James was a normal guy living in Teufort. Life for him is 
pretty decent, until BLU Team showed up, and James joined the team as 
a sniper. Will he be a top sniper? Or a nobody? Multi-chapter story 
(First fic so please go easy on me, also, feedback is 
appreciated . ! ) 


TF2 - A sniper's life 
_Chapter 1 - recruitment _ 

I'm James. A guy living in Teufort. Life's pretty decent. No wars, no 
Saxton Hale takeovers, no alien invasions, all is good here. 

At least, before Team BLU showed up. 

_2/4/1968 a€" BLU Team arrival_ 

I was sitting in a bar, sipping on my whiskey. 

Suddenly, I heard a loud commotion outside the bar. I went out to see 
what the ruckus was about . 

Apparently it was a person, dressed in blue army uniform and wearing 
a steel helmet, beating someone to a pulp. That poor guy's face is 
now distorted. After a few seconds, someone checked the guy's 
pulse . 

"He's dead . " 

At that time, the "soldier" continued to laugh and brag about killing 
him as the guy was being body-bagged by a few other blue-clothed men. 
One of them was wearing a hard hat while the other was a man with a 
mask on. 


A few minutes later 



"Okay everybody! Now that that's out of the way, let's begin!" The 
hard hat wearing man said. He had a Texas accent . 

"Begin what?" The crowd asked. 

"The recruitment program!" He said, with a wide grin. 

Then he continued to give everybody a poster. 'Kick some army butt! 
Good pay! Exciting life! Daily free sandwich meals!' The poster said 
in large, black words. 

Since, I had no other things left to do, and my parents are dead, I 
decided to join in. Even if I died in the war, no one will miss 
me . 

Oh that was where I f**ked up. 

After signing the recruitment form, I looked up and gave the 
'engineer' as the hard hatted man calls himself. His face is covered 
in a big smirk, though I can't quite tell his expression as he was 
wearing a pair of goggles. He immediately grabbed me and a few other 
recruits into the back alley. 

There was a machine which I had never seen before. It was a spinning 
rectangular plate with a blue glow around it. 

"Step right on it, boys" the engineer said. 

_Chapter 1 - End_ 


End 
f ile . 



